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Author's Notes: 

This was inspired by an interview with Duff and Slash where they answered the question, "What was the 
worst thing you ever did to earn money." Slash, in his inevitable, incoherant fashion, essentially said what hasn't 
he done! Well, they both said the worst job they ever had was telemarketing; Slash adding that he felt like he 
was raping people and Duff remarking that he worked that job for a year and half before they got signed. Of 


coarse, all this sparked a bunny... 


The phone rang. 


Slash choked on his cigarette and dropped his legs from the desk to hurriedly put it out, glancing over the 
script to make sure he remembered to flip it back to the beginning. It wouldn't due to have the client waiting 
while he rushed to find his cues; they didn't like that. An unhappy client meant an unhappy Gene and an 
unhappy Gene mean that Slash would get his ass fired and he'd be back to sucking dick and sponging off skanks 
to get by. 


Sometimes, being a starving musician sucked. 


He flipped his hair over his shoulder, took a brief moment to concentrate on bringing up that husky purr the 
clients liked so much and picked up the phone. 


"Hey baby." 


Silence. A sense of nervous tension. A slight gasp and the sound of quickened breathing came over the line. 
Slash scowled. Fuck, he had another choker on the line; that always made his job ten times more difficult. He 
rolled his eyes at Duff, who was busy on the phone next to him. The bassist smirked and continued whispering 
sweet nothings into his hand set. From the sound of it, he was busy tongue fucking his mark. Would that Slash 
had it as easy but no, he had to get the uptight fuckers who insisted on making him do all the fucking work! 


Fuck! 
He cooed, "Aw, we shy, baby? What's the matter? Afraid that | might bite?" 


Still no reply but if anything, the sense of anticipation vibrating over the line increased. Slash could tell that he 
had the fucker but he was irritated by the silence; he let a hint of reproach enter his voice, careful not to let 


it sound too impatient. 


"And here | put on these tight leathers just for you. D'ya like? They feel like they've been painted on, all tight 
and supple. Oh baby, they make me so hard, rubbing up against me while | look at you. C'mere and let me hold 
you. It's all right. | just wanna brush my lips against your ear; can you feel it? Hot breath on skin. | promise | 


won't bite..unless you want you want me to." 


There was a sudden intake of breath and a slight, barely audible grunt; Slash smirked. "Oh yeah, | have you 
baby! You ready for a ride?" 


He brought the phone closer to his lips so that they brushed against the receiver; oh yeah, he knew all the 
tricks. The faggots loved what it did to his voice, making it sound all hot and bothered, the soft caress of his 
mouth on the receiver never failing to get them off. He already had several regulars who called just to hear 
that sound; they were always disappointed that he couldn't do blow jobs but it was kind of hard to describe 


the action when he was supposed to have a dick in his mouth. 


"Hmmm, baby, you smell so sweet," he whispered and glanced again at the script. Flipped the pages opened to 
the section marked out for the frigid. His eyes quickly scanned over the suggestions as he continued, "I love 
your hair, | just want to bury myself in it.wrap myself around you, get under your skin.feel what it's like to 
be inside you..to taste you, | wanna to taste you..all over your body, | wanna run my tongue against your 
hot..silken.skinhmmmmmm, | am getting soooo horny touching you..breathing you..feeling you.How's this baby? 
You like this?" 


Eyes half closed in concentration, he brought his lips together and blew a hot breath across the receiver 
accompanied by a soft sigh. He moaned deep in his throat and smiled at the tell tale hiss and choked off groan 


on the other end of the line. 


"Kiss me, baby, | want you..want to feel you.! want your tongue in my mouth, sliding down my throat - 


exploring..probing.invading me..desecrate me, baby, violate me.. make me feel all used and nasty.. " 


The whimpers and sighs coming across the line began to increase their pace and Slash smiled as he continued 
to purr into the receiver. He scratched his balls and glanced at the script again. What the fuck did this 
pervert want anyway? Slash checked to see which number was being used - damn! the client wanted to top. 
Probably a closeted fag who didn't want to admit that dick got him off. They were always tricky, desperately 
wanting to get off to a salacious bit of smut but always ready to lose it if he got too close to challenging 
their self-image. He'd have to be careful and he wished the fucker would simply participate, it would make his 
job that much easier. 


"Mmmm, oh baby, you're so good! Let me touch you - | just have to feel youl You mind if | slide my hand on 
your thigh? Give it a rub, baby? l'm just gonna slide it over here, slip it between your legs, ‘k?" Christ, it was 
all he could do to keep from laughing! "Tell me what you want baby, I'm all yours. I'll do anything, anything you 


want. You wanna fuck me? Go right ahead. | bet you could just make me scream.” 

A movement out of the corner of his eye caught his attention. It was Duff, who had obviously finished off his 
perv and was waiting for the next call. He grinned at Slash, crossed his eyes and began to mime a humping 
motion with his body, for all the world looking like a clumsy dog trying to fuck an old lady's leg. Slash bit down 
on his lip and turned his head away, quickly pulling the phone from his ear before putting it back and flipping 
the bassist the bird. 

Duff blew him a kiss. 

Fuck you Slash mouthed at him and Duff started to laugh. 

Where the fuck was he? Oh yeah, the client - 


"tm going taste you baby, feel you up - | just can't get enough you..you feel so good to me, | can't wait to 


feel your dick inside of me - 
A groan. Oh yeah, we have contact now baby! Now to finish this fucker off. 


He began to breathe heavily into the phone, "Let me touch you baby.hmm, | want this! How does it feel? Fast 
enough for ya, baby?" 


A strangled moan was his only reply. 
"Harder? Ya want it harder? | can do that," Slash continued. "Want me to squeeze a little? Run my thumb 


across the head? And down again.rub my palm on your balls? Cup and roll them in my hand? How's that? You 
don't mind if | grind myself against you, do you, baby? | just can't help myself, I'm getting so fucking hot for 


you... 


The moans across the line were getting louder and Slash purred and cooed his way through the script, 
throwing in a bit of ad lib of his own here and there. He could almost see the guy jerking off as he spoke, 
describing every bit of smut in intimate detail. As he gradually worked his way up to the crowning moment, he 
let his eyes wander around the office out of sheer boredom. He noticed Sophie, one of the operators on the 
het lines, making her way towards the snack bar. She caught his eye and lifted a thumb to her mouth, miming 
a drinking motion and raising her eyebrows in question. Slash nodded and turned his attention back to his client, 
reflecting that if half her customers could see Sophie in real life, their dicks would instantly shrivel up. She 


was sixty-two, if she was a day, a sweet woman with a killer voice but fuck, what a bow wow. 
"how's that, baby? You like? Oooo, you're eager..and so hard! Let me take care of that for you...” 
"Nnnnggg..." 


"What's that baby? Y'say something? Y'want | feel you up some more? Careful now - don't want to get you 
off too quickly. I've a use for that and | know | won't be disappointed.” 


Suddenly, a wadded up ball of paper hit Slash on the side of the head. Without even bothering to look, he 
grabbed it and lobbed it back at Duff. 


"Oh Slashey-poo, why don't you ever talk to me like that?" Duff lisped. "You are such a tease, you bitch!" 
Slash glared at him and mouthed, Shut the fuck up! 

"What's that baby?" he murmured into the phone. 

"Hair." came a low, breathy voice, "I wanna pull your hair." 


"Oooh, kinky," he purred, relieved that the twisted fucker was finally responding. "Go right ahead, baby, | like it 
rough. Twist it around your fingers and pull.hard, real hard.tear it from the roots snapping my head back.” 
Slash hissed, "that's it, baby, hold me down..you don't want me to get away, d'ya? | just might decide to play 
hard to get.." 


A low, buzzing sound distracted Slash and even though instinct told him that he would regret it, he couldn't 
help but glance over as he continued purring into the phone. He scowled. Trust Duff to chose that moment to 
start playing games. The bassist had somehow gotten his hands on a vibrator and was playing with the switch, 
turning it on and off while he studied it with deep concentration. When he noticed that he had caught Slash's 
eye, he waggled his eyebrows and began to rev the thing like it was the engine of a muscle car. l'm gonna kill 
him, Slash thought, turning away and letting his head drop briefly to the desk. When he looked up again, Duff 
was pretending to shave with the thing, his chin lifted and his mouth twisted to one side while he ran the tip 


up his throat like a razor. 


Slash threw his script at him. 


"What's that, baby? Oh, | don't know about that..you pulling on my hair like that makes me wanna fight ya 
Y'want me to fight ya, baby? Ya want me to struggle while you hold me down on the floor and spread me out? 
Ya want that | claw your back while you fuck me? Pull your hair - bite ya? We can do this easy or we can do 


it hard, baby, and | have a feeling you like it hard, don'tcha? Real hard.well, so do | baby, | like it deep and hard 
and fast..you think you can handle that baby? Mmmm, yesssss, that's it baby, bring me to my knees!" 


Another paper ball came flying into the corner of Slash's vision and he batted it away without bothering to 
look. It only seemed to encourage Duff and soon Slash was being bombarded with a veritable arsenal of paper 
artillery. He defended himself as best he could, keeping his attention on the client while Duff did his best to get 
him to break. The bassist had way too much time on his hands, Slash decided, I'm going to fucking kill him when 


this is over. 


"Fuck me baby," he ordered the client with a husky growl. "Spread me out and fuck me..hard! | want you inside 
of me, | want you to fill me up and make me scream until | don't have anything left to give..yeah, that's it! oh 


yeah!.harder, baby, harder.deeper.mmmmm, yeah baby, force your way in, you can do it." 


By now, Slash was covered in debris, looking like he had taken up residence in the center of a garbage can. A 
paper airplane stuck out from where it crash landed in his hair and Duff was busy making a tiny paper rescue 
party to aid the downed aircraft. Slash tried to ignore the cartoonish voices he was doing; it appeared that the 
FBI was arguing with the FAA while members of the Red Cross were busy fucking the police. Duff had issues 
with cops. 


Duff also needs to get laid, Slash thought. 

"Fuck me baby..fuck me hard.ssssss, that's it..yes! Whatcha waiting for? | won't break. Deeper baby..faster..oh 
there." 

Slash felt a cold, wet splat land against his ear and he reached up to see what it was - a spit ball. He glared at 
the Duff and the blonde snickered. Flicking it on the floor, he continued, "Ooooh, yes! Right there.'m seeing 
stars, baby, you're fucking me so good - l'm going blind." 


Splat! Slash wiped the spit ball off his cheek That was fucking it! 


"Oh god, yes! You got it, baby." Slash moaned into the phone while he reached out for a desk drawer. "Keep 


going.slam me, baby, fill me.hit me.." 
"Bite -" the dark whisper came again. "| want to bite you." 


Without missing a beat, Slash hissed, "You marking me? God - the touch of your teeth gives me the 


shivers.'m all yours baby, you own me.." 


He opened the drawer and pulled out a water pistol. A third spit ball got him in the neck, but Slash ignored it, 
"I'm yours, baby, fuck me.! can't get enough of your hard dick slamming my ass..you feel it? All hot and tight, 
taking in your entire length every time you slam it into me? Ooooooodh yeah..hold me down, baby, fuck me 


harder! I've been a bad boy..punish me, baby." 


Slash carefully placed the water pistol between his knees to prime it even as he worked his customer up to a 
frenzy. He continued to ignore Duff's spit ball attacks, concentrating instead on getting rid of the client as fast 
as possible. As for the bassist, he was going to die! 


"Hmmmmmm," Slash groaned deep in his throat, adding a whimper followed by a growl while he took careful 


aim at Duff. "Thats it.oh yeah..keep going..yeah..cooooch God!" 


The twisted freak was close to getting off and Slash started to count down in his head as he fired straight at 
the bassist, taking satisfaction in thoroughly soaking Duff's head. The bassist wiped the water out of his eyes, 
frowned and tasted his fingers; he raised an eyebrow and Slash smirked. Gene had a bug up his ass about 
drinking on the job and as sobriety was against Slash's religion, he had loaded the pistol with vodka. Granted, it 
was cheap vodka, the kind that would eat through the lining of the stomach but Slash couldn't afford any 
better and it suited his purpose just fine. 


Duff gave him an evil grin. 
Unzipped his pants.. 


Took out his dick and started wiggling it at Slash, crossing his eyes again and letting his tongue drop out of the 


corner of his mouth in a caricature of a hairy palmed pervert flashing a nun. 


Duff would make a great flasher, Slash reflected, grinning at the image of the bassist wandering around 
Hollywood in nothing but a trench coat and wellingtons. He pictured the blonde shimming his junk at some wide 


eyed tourist from Indiana and getting chased down the boulevard by a collection of outraged housewives. 
Trouble was, he wasn't an outraged housewife. 


No, he was a pissed off guitarist armed with a water pistol loaded with vodka. A fucked up bassist was waving 


his dick at him. Could the outcome be any different? 


Slash fired and Duff quickly dropped his dick to catch the steady stream of vodka on his tongue. When it ran 
out, he licked his lips and silently begged Slash for more with wide, puppy dog eyes. The guitarist ignored him 


and instead shot a burst into his own mouth. 


‘Oh God! Baby! Yessssss..yes.." Slash cried, hissing through his teeth and sighing, "oooococh yeah..you got me 
baby! Keep going..yes.harder.. that's it baby..yes.l'm seeing stars, baby.'m coming!" 


A shout and Slash grinned to hear it. Oh yeah, we have lift offl He let the silence drag out for a short 
moment while they both panted into the phone. Listening to the guy, Slash almost wished he had gotten off but 
dick wasn't his thing by choice and with this job, it was just as well. If it was, walking home would be 


uncomfortable. Not to mention embarrassing. 

He lit a cigarette, not bothering to disquise the noise of the lighter or the sound of his exhale. "Oh baby, 
you're so good.| could just fuck you all night. Hold me a moment baby, let me just indulge myself for a minute 
- being in your arms.." He paused, counted to three. 

"Hmmm, | just love your touch," he whispered lazily. "| don't ever want to leave." 


The faggot listening hitched his breath. 


"But | have to, baby," Slash added, putting a touch of regret as well as reluctance in his tone. Fuck, if this is all 
it took, maybe he should give up music and become a fucking actor! "You know how it is, real life always 
getting in the way. I've got obligations but | promise you, I'll always be here for you..when you need me. I'll 


always be ready for you to spread me out." he sighed again, feigning pleasure. 


"Bye now," he kissed into the phone and hung up with a sigh of relief. 


Sucker. Just spent about two hundred bucks on that little fantasy. Slash wondered if he knew. Well, if he didn't, 


he'd soon find out. For some reason, the thought made him laugh. 


Axl slowly hung up the phone with a thoughtful expression playing across his delicate features. He glanced 
down at his open pants and the mess he had made on himself. 


Fuck! He had to get that boy into bed. 


